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this : your Lion that holds his Pollax fitting on a dofe 
ftoolc, will be giucn to Aiax. He will be the ninth wor- 
thier. A Conqueror, and affraid to fpcake ? Runnc away 
for ftiame Altfander. There an't {hall pleafe you : a foo- 
lifh milde man, an honcft man^looke you ? & foon daflit. 
He is a maruellous good neighbour infooth, and a verie 
good Bowler : but for Altfander, alas you fcc,how 'tis a 
little ore-parted. Butthercare Worthies a comming, 
will fpcake their minde in fomc other fort. Exit Cu. 
gu. Stand afide good Pompey. 

Enter Pedant fir Iudas y and the Boy for Hercules . 

Ted. Great Hercules is prcfented by thislmpe, 
Whofe Club kiTd Cerbertu that three-headed Canus, 
And when he was a babe, a childe, a fhrimpc, 
Thus did he ftranglc Serpents in his Marnu : 
j^0*/a^,hefeemcthinminoritie, • 
Ergo, I come with this Apologte. 
Kccpc fome ftate in thy ex it ,&nd vanifh. Exit Boy 

Ped. Iudas/rW. 

Dum. Aludas? 

Ped. Not IJcarsot fir. 
Judas lamycltped UWacbabeus. 

Dum.Iudas Machabew dipt/isplaincluda-s. 

Her. A kifsing traitor.Ho w art thou prou'd Ittdas ? 

Ped, Iudas I am. 

'Dum. The more fharwe for you ludai. 

ped. What mcane you lir? 

S«. To make ludas hang himfclfe. 

Ped. Begin fir,you are my elder. 

'Ber. Well followed, Iudas was hang'd on an Elder. 

Ted. I will not be put out of countenance. 

Iter. Bccaufe thou haft no face. 

Ped. What is this? 

*Boi. ACitternchcad. 

*Dum. The head of a bodkin. 

7fcr. A deaths face in a ring. 

Lon. The fa ccofan old Roman coine, fcarce feene. 

Boi. The pummcll of£^r.r Faulchion. 

Dttm. Thecaru'd-boncfaccona Flaske. 

Ber. S.Georges halfecheeke in a brooch. 

Dum. 1, and in a brooch of Lead. 

Ber. I, and vvorne in the cap of a Tooth-drawer. 
And now forward, for we haue put thee in countenance 

Ped. You haue put me out of countenance. 

Ber. Falfe, we haue giuen thee faces. 

Ted. But you haue out-fae'd them all. 

Her. And thou wer t a Lion, we would do fo. 

'Boy. Therefore as he is, an Afle, let him go : 
And fo adieu fweet Iude. Nay, why doft thou ftay ? 

<Dum. For the latter end of his rtamc. 

Ber. For the Ajfe to the lude : giue it him. I*d-<u a- 
way. 

Ped. This is not generous, not gemle,not humble. 

Boy. Alightformonfieur W^,itgrowe$ darke,he 
mayfturable. 

Que, Alas poore CMachahent t how hath hecbeenc 
baited. 

Enter "Braggart. 

I 

Ber. Hide thy head eAchilles, hew comes HeUor in 
Armes. 

; Dum. Though my mockes come home by me, I will 
aoybemerrie. 

King, HeUor y/as but a Troyari forejpc&of chit. 


Boi. But is this -HeSwi. $J ^ 

Xin. I thinkc Hettor was not fo «ieafte timber* 
Hisleggeistoobigfor£fc#*r % Q * 
Dum. More Calfe certaine. 
Boi. No,he is beft indued in the fmall 
for. This cannot be He tlor. 

Dum. Hc-saGodoraPainter,forhemakesfa^ 
'Brag. TheArmifotentMars^fLauncesthtalnZi 
gwcHcaoxagft. J ^^ht, 

Dum. AgiltNutmcgge. 
Ber. A Lemmon. 
Lon. StuckewithCloues. 
Dim. Noclouen. 

Brag. The Armipotent CMarsofLakuces thealnu^U 
g*«eHeaorag<ft,tbeheireofmon; 
A manfo breathed, that certaine he would fight; yt* 
Frommorm till night, out ofhisPauillion. 
I am that Flower. 

bum. That Mint. 

Long. That Cullambine. 

Brag. Sweet Lord LongauiU rcinc thy tongue 

Lon. I muft rather giue it the rcine: for it runn«, 
gainftffcSor. nes * 

Dum. I,and Hector's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten, 
Sweet chuckes,bcat not the bones of the buried : 
But I will forward with my deuicc; 
Sweet Royaltie beftow on me the fence ofhearicg. 

Berorvne Jleppes forth. 
<$u. Speakc braue He&or,we are much delighted 

Brag. I do adore thy fweet Graces flipper. 

Boy. Loues her by the foot. 

Dum. He may not by the yard. 

Brag. Thid Hettor farre form ounSed HanniiaH. 
The partieis gone. 

Oo. Fellow Bettor foe is gone • flie is two nioneths 
on her way. 

Brag, What meancft thou? 

do. Faith vnlcffc you play the honeft Troyan, the 
poore Wench is caft away: ihe'sqmck,the child brags 
in her belly alreadic : tis yours. 

Brag. Doft thou infamonizc me among Potentates} 
Thoufhalt die. 

Clo. Then Avail He#or bewhiptfor Iaauemm that 
is quickc by him, and hang*d for Pd^p^that is dead by 
him. 

J)um. lAoArzvcPompey. 
Boi. Renowned Pompey. 

Ber. Greater then great, grcat,grcat, grctf/to^: 
Pompey the huge. 

Dum. Hcdor trembles. 

Ber. Pompey is moued, more Atees more Atecs ftirre 
them, or ftirre them on. 

Dum. Hc&or will challenge him. 

Ber. I, ifa'haue no more mans blood in sb^lly/thcn 
wHl fup a Flea. 

Brag. By the North-pole I do chajlcnge tta?. 

Clo. I wil npt fight with a pojc hke a Norihem rnan] 
Ilcfla(h,Ilcdoitby thefword s I pray you let cnec bor- 
row my Armes agajne. 

fDftm. Roome fqi the inc^ri Worthies* 

Clo. He do it in my flbirt. 

Dum. Moftrcfo^te Pompey. 

Page. Matter, let me take you a button hole lower: 1 
Do you no; (ct Vempejit vncafing for the combat: what 

rocanc 
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,r'n,n • face when, He be fworne he wore none, 
(l>WM n -Zt i A „„ M ttMM. and that hceweares next his 


will lofc your reputation. 

c ballcng c SwcctWoedS|I bothmay,andwill^ 
What rcafon haue you fore ! 
^ The naked truth of it is,I haue no ftnrt, 
^ r ^\]xN&rd for penance. r 
I go *°^* c an d it was inioyned him in Rome for want 

heartforafauour- 

Enter a Meffenger % M*»Jteur Marcade. 

i/jr God faueyau Madame. 
^ Welcome Marcade, but that thou interrupted 

0U S n Ta n mVorric Madam, forthenewes I iningis 
bcauie in my tongue. The King your father 

Qtt Dead for my life. 

EucnforMytaleis told. 

y ert Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 

*Brtr For mine ownc part, I breath free breath : I 
haue feene the day of wrong, through the little hole of 
^frretioD.andlwillrightroyfclfehkeaSouldicr. 
flU Sxeunt iVcrthns 

Kin. How fare's your Maicftic? 

Boyet prepare, I will away tonight. 

Jbu Madame not fo, I do befcech you ftay^. 

Qu. Preparclfay. I thankc you gracious Lords 
For all your faireendcuours andeiurpats : 
Out of a new fad-foulc, that you vouchfafe, 
In your rich wiiedomc to excufe, or hide, 
The liberall opposition of our fpirits, 
ifouer-boldly we haue borne our feiues, 
In the conuerfc of breath (yourg^itlenelTe 
Was guilcie of it.) Farewell worthie Lord : 
A heauie heart bearcs not a humble tongue. 
Excufe me fo, comming fo flhort of thankes, 
For my great fuite > fo eafily obtain'd. 

Kin. The extreme parts of cime,extrenielie formes 
All caufes to the purpofe of his fpeed : 
And often at his verie loofe decides 
That, whichlong proceffe could not arbitrate. 
And though the mourning brow of progenie 
Forbid the fmiling curtcfie of Loue : 
The holy fuite which fame it would conuince, 
Yetfince loues argument was firftonfoote, 
Let not the cloud of forroW iuflle it 
From what it purposed : fmcc to waile friends loft, 
Is not by much fo wholfome profitable, 
As to rcioyce at friends but newly found. 

Qu. 1 vndcrftand you not, my grcefes are double. 

Ber.Uonzft plain words 3 beft pierce the ears of griefe 
And by tbefe badges vndcrftand the King, 
Foryourfaire fakes haue wcneglefted time, 
Plaid foule play with our oaths: your bcautie Ladies 
Hath much deformed vs,fafhioning our humors 
Euetno the oppofed end of our intents. 
And what in vs hath feem'd ridiculous : 
As Loue is fis.II of vnbefitting ftraines, 
All wanton as a childe, skipping and yainc.' 
Fontfdby the cie, and therefore like the eie. 
Full of ftraying (hapcs,ofhabits,and of formes 


Varying in fubie£te as the eie doth roule, 
Tocucric varied obic& in his glance : 
Which partic-coatcd prefence of loofe loue 
Put on by vs, if in your heaucnly eics, 
Haue misbecom'd our oathes and grauities. 
Thofe heaucnlic eics that lookc into thefe faults* 
Suggcftcd vs to make : therefore Ladies 
Our loue being yours, the error that Loue makes 
Is likewifc yonrs. We to our felues proucfalfc, 
By being once falfe, for euer to be true 
To thofe that make vs both, faire Ladies you. 
And euen that falfaood in it felfc a finne, 
Thus purifies it fclfe, and turnes to grace. 

We haue receiu'd your Letters, full of Loue: 


Your Fauours, the Ambaffadorsof Loue, 
And in our maiden counfaile rated them, 
At eourtfiiip, pleafaot ieft, and curtefie, 
As bumbaft and as lining to the time: 
But more deuout then thefe are our refpc&s 
Haue we not bene, and therefore met your loues 
In their owne fafhion, like a merriment. 

Dtf.Our letters Madanylncw'd much more then ieft. 
Lon. So didourlookes. 
J^fa. We did not coat them fo. 
Kin. Now at the lateft minute of the houre,| 
Grant vs your loues. 

Q i u % A time me thinkes too {hort, 
To make a world-without-end bargaine in; 
No,no my Lord, your Grace is penur'd much, 
Full of deare guikineffe, and therefore this : 
If for my Loue (as there is no fuch caufe) 
You will do ought, this fiall you do for me. 
Your oth I will not truft: but go with fpecd 
To fomc forlorne and naked Hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleafurcs of the world : 
There fiay, vr^till the tweiue'Celcftiall Signes 
Haue brought about their annuall reckoning. 
li this aufterc infociable life, 
Change not your offer made in heate of blood : 
If frofts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 
Nip not the gaudie bloflomes of your Loue, 
But that it beare this triall,and laft loue : 
Then at the expiration of the yeare, 
Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe defcrts, 
And by this Virgin palme, now kifling thine, 
I will be thine \-znd till th^t infknt (hut 
My wofull fclfe vp in a mourning houfe, 
Raining the teares of lamentation, 
For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 
If this thou do denie, let our hands par^, 
Neither intiticd in the others hart. 

Kin. If this, or more then this, I would denie, 
To flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft, 
The fodaine hand of death clofe vp mine eie* 
Hence euer then, my heart is in thy breft, 

Ber. And what to me my Loue? and what to me ? 
Rof. You muft be purged too,your fins are rack*d. 
Tbu are attaint with faults andperiurie : 
Therefore if you my fauor mcane to get, 
A tweluemonth (hall you fpend, and ncuer reft, 
But fecke the wearie beds of people ficke. 

D*. But what to me my loue? but what to me? 
Kat. A wife? a beard, faire health, and honcftie, 
With three-fold loue, I wifli you all thefe three, 
D#. Ofhalllfay,lthankeyou gentle wife? 
Kat. Not fo my Lord, a tweluemonth and a day, 

He 


